Lily sat, bantering with the man who would be interviewing her. He was a sweet young 
man who looked to be only around 23. He stood at around six foot, had very little body hair, and 
appeared to be relatively fit. He had some stubble, but it was obvious that he had recently 
shaved. His hair was well kempt and it almost looked like there was gel in it. Lily studied him 
relentlessly as they spoke. 

She looked like her normal, perky self. She was about 16 at the time, stood at a height of 
5’8”, wore an A-cup sports bra and had her pretty, smiling face dotted with freckles. She wore a 
black tank top that was obviously a size or two too big for her and a black long skirt that draped 
just past her knees. The skirt had skull designs about the frills. She tapped her feet on the 
ground slightly when she talked to the man. She sat in an odd position: her left leg was pulled 
up into the chair and she had her hand folded on her knee. She rested her head on her knee. 
When she talked, she would sit up and start moving her hands about as she described whatever 
it is she was trying to describe. 

Eventually, the cameraman gave the two an all good, and the filming for the interview 
began.The man started the interview simply: 

“So, who are you?” He asked. 

“I’m Lillian Rodgers, I run a pretty popular Twitter account where I post shitty memes and 
game clips.” She replied. 

“I honestly don’t understand why I’m being interviewed.” She chortled and smiled. 

“Why are you sitting like that?” The interviewer motioned to her raised leg. Lily 
sheepishly adjusted to sit in a normal position. 

“It’s just comfy.” She squawked. 

“No, no, go back. We want you to be comfortable.” 

Lily hesitantly folded her legs up into the chair. 

“So, how old are you?” 

“I’m 16.” 

“Where do you go to school?” 

“I do online school.” 

“I see...” The interviewer flipped through a notebook before the cameraman came out 
from behind the camera and whispered something to him. The interviewer nodded and pulled up 
his chair. He leaned towards Lily. 

“We both know you’re a liar. No one hears Lily and thinks about your meme page. So, let 
me ask that first question again: Who are you?” 

Lily clearly was taken aback and looked at the man for a bit. She began to get up before 
the cameraman walked to block the door. She kept walking to the door, but was met by the 
cameraman pulling cash out of his pocket. The cameraman and interviewer both smiled at her. 
She looked at the money, sighed and rolled her eyes. 

“Fine. I’m Lillian Rodgers, most people call me Lily. I’m a camgirl who can sort of 
“respawn” and kill myself for everyone to see. I also sell myself for other people to kill me.” Lily 
explained. 

“Come sit in my lap...” 

The interview went on for a few more minutes. The questions were no longer innocent. 
Not at all. Most were about Lily’s experience as a camgirl. As she answered the questions, the 



interviewer teased her. He rubbed her hands on her thighs and across her breasts. He kissed 
her neck and ears and scratched her jaw. She was becoming noticeably flushed throughout the 
interview. 

“What’s your favorite way you killed yourself?” 

Lily reminisced on the numerous times she had done it. She remembered most notably 
her first. She was young, 12 at the time, and had been getting into asphyxiation. One night, she 
made a noose and decided to drop herself from it. She had a chair nearby to step back onto. It 
turned her on so much. The whole time she hung there she was rubbing herself and letting out 
choked moans. When she decided she couldn’t take it anymore, she lifted her legs. She kicked 
the chair over. She kicked the chair over. She kicked the chair over. She began panicking. She 
flailed around and began clawing at the rope. She was still unbearably horny, but at the same 
time she was horrified. She was dying. She was dying. Eventually her thrashes became more 
and more minute. She didn’t remember anything past this, but remembers waking up only ten 
minutes later, naked and on the floor. She was in front of her hanging corpse. She remembered 
that that night was the night she killed herself more than any other night. 

She then thought about the first time she bought a gun. It was a small pistol, but she 
certainly got a lot out of it. She shot herself in a lot of places and killed herself at least three 
times before she ran out of ammunition. She mostly shot herself up her vagina or through her 
tits, but she occasionally put bullets directly into her stomach. Every time she took a shot she 
would scream and squirm, but she couldn’t stop. It hurt so good. So good. 

“I like creativity. One time I cut a hole in my stomach, stuck my hand in there, and stuck 
my hand out of my vagina. I curled my fingers up and began to flick myself off from inside my 
body.” She bit her lip. She was done talking. She grabbed the interviewers wrist and led it up. 
Up. Up. Up and into her pants. She was soaked and dripping. He ran his middle finger up 
through her slit, making her quake and shiver. She leaned forwards, but he wrapped his arm 
around her chest and pulled her back to him. She wrapped her arms around his and buried her 
face in it. 

The bed creaked, creaked, creaked, creaked. Lily let out a small, cute squeak with each 
shake of the bed. He was so warm. Almost like a blanket. She was drenched in sweat. They 
had been at it for hours. She couldn’t count how many times they came and kept going and 
came and kept going. She couldn’t even begin to guess how many times she had cum. She 
grabbed onto the sweat soaked bed sheets and looked her partner in the eyes. They locked 
eyes. He kissed her. She closed her eyes again. They kissed and kissed. Their tongues 
explored each others’ mouths. Lily threw her hands around his neck and began to quiver. She 
came again. He kept thrusting. She pulled out of the kiss to throw her head back and grit her 
teeth. She kept contracting and squirming and moaning. 

He pulled out and went in her ass. She couldn’t count how many times he had done it. 
He flipped her over on her side and began to pound her ass. Cum leaked out of her pussy. She 
moaned with every thrust. It was so good. So good. He thrusted hard and she came again. He 
emptied out another load into her. 



He finally stopped. Lily moaned and groaned. He grunted and huffed. He pulled out and 
stepped off of the bed. Lily couldn’t move much. She tried to look at what he was doing, but 
couldn’t really move her head. 

“W-ww-where are yo—ou goinnng-?” Lily shakily and breathily asked. She felt 
something cold on the back of her neck. Then something hot. Then nothing. 

Lily came back tied to something. She didn’t know. She had been blindfolded. She 
squirmed and writhed. Her arms were tied out to her sides. Her legs were tied below her, spread 
out. She was lying down. That’s all she knew. She began to breathe heavily. She heard 
someone walk over. She felt something hot touch her wrist. Something scorching and sharp 
touched her wrist. She whimpered. 

Then, it hurt. Bad. It went in. It was struck and it went all the way in. All the way through. 
Right between her radius and ulna. It burned. It burned. It hurt so bad. She screamed and 
writhed. She tried to thrash but was too tied down to do so. All she could do was scream and cry 
while the hot spike was driven through her wrist. She felt another hard smack, this time it hit her 
wrist. She heard something going into wood. The same thing happened to her other wrist. She 
couldn’t think. Hot spikes were being driven into her wrists. 

It hurt so bad. So bad. She was naked. She was so cold. She felt something leak out 
between her legs. She didn’t pee. She was turned on. So much. She took a deep shaky breath 
and sobbed. She moved her feet a bit and felt the same feeling on one of her feet. Bang. 

Straight through and into wood. She screamed loud and writhed and thrashed. Bang. She felt 
the hammer hit her foot. Then her other foot. Bang. So hot. Bang. So good. 

She had never felt anything this thrilling. She hyperventilated. She wanted to grab her 
cunt and rub one off. So bad. She felt herself moving. She soon became upright. She felt the 
cloth that was tying her legs to the wood being untied and pulled off. She felt the blood rush 
back into her legs, and it made the hot nails hurt so much worse. She felt the board shake and 
heard the nails being hammered behind her. 

She then felt her arms being untied. He did them slower than her legs. She felt herself 
slowly, slowly, ever so slowly lean forwards. Finally, he untied her right wrist. Gravity yanked her 
forwards and she felt the nail tug on her skin and catch on her wrist bones. She grunted and 
whimpered. She felt hot fluids drip down her legs and heard them drop on the floor. She then 
felt her left side slump. Her weight made her skin tear this time. She yelped and sobbed. She 
tried not to move. She just realized that she was being crucified. She smiled slightly as tears 
and snot ran down her face. 

There must have only been an inch or two between her and the cross she was nailed to. 
She realized this when she was punched in the nose. Her head immediately hit the cross. It was 
a hard punch. She heard it crunch. She felt bloody snot start to ooze out of her nose. She 
sobbed. 

She felt something cold stick into her stomach. She screamed as blood poured out of the 
wound. She was stabbed. It was a single knife and he left it in there. He did it again. And again. 
Each time he left the knife in. Each time he stabbed her she screamed. In between stabs, he 
would do something else. He slashed at her face and cut up her cheeks and forehead. He 
stabbed her arms with screwdrivers and yanked them out. He pulled out a power drill and drilled 



straight through her leg. Then, he stopped. Lily heard footsteps. Away from her. They got 
quieter. Then all she could hear was her own breathing and heartbeat. She sobbed. 

Lily was heaving. The knives left in her stomach. The lengths of the blades. She counted 
the inches. One two three. One two. One two three four. One. One tw- 

Another one. He stuck another one in. Four inches. She didn’t hear him come back. 

Right through her kidney. She didn’t even hear him. She screamed again. Again. So loud. She 
sobbed. She screamed so loud. 

"You like that, don't you? You fucking freak." Her tormentor asked her, twisting the knife 
in her stomach. She screamed again. She breathed hard and sharp. She screamed again. They 
were shrill and banshee-like. She didn't answer. She couldn't. 

"Well? HUH?!" He punched her. Right in the middle of the stomach. His fist dug right in 
with no resistance whatsoever. She shut her mouth tight and her cheeks puffed up. She wanted 
to hold her mouth. He punched her again. Same spot. It was dark red. She couldn't hold it. She 
vomited all over herself, all over his hand, all over the floor. She took a deep breath and- again. 
She heaved, drenching his arm. She took another deep breath and screamed. She didn't stop. 
She screamed and wept and screamed. She only stopped to breathe, and only when she had 
to. Her screams turned to small yelps and her yelps turned to whimpers. She hadn't said a word. 
She didn't want to. She felt a cold hand on her chin. A warm voice spoke out to her. 

"Do you want me to stop?" Her tormentor asked in the most genuine voice she had ever 
heard. So soft. So sweet. He sounded worried. She took a deep, shrill breath and let out a 
shaky sigh. Her thighs trembled and she yelled a bit. She shook her head from his hands and 
looked down. 

"P-p-p-ple~e~ase..." She muttered with all her might. "M-more..." 

She felt something cold between her legs. It plunged deep into her pussy. It hurt. She 
didn’t have time to do anything but scream before he grabbed her hips and kneed the knife 
handle and drove it all the way in. Her body jumped when he kneed her, causing the nails to tug 
on her feet and tear more into her skin on her arms on the way down. She clenched her teeth 
and threw her head back. She was smiling. 

“YES!” She screamed. She squirmed and clenched her fists. She groaned and yelled. 

He then began pulling knives out of her. One by one, he slowly took each knife out of her 
stomach. She felt the blood begin to pour back out of the wounds. She grunted and squeaked in 
pain while the knives very, very slowly came back out of her body. Each time he pulled one out 
all the way she heard it fall to the floor. 

While he did this with one hand he used the other hand to rub her clit. Every second was 
agony. She couldn’t get enough. She felt the knife in her pussy get pushed deeper. She threw 
her head back and screamed. She huffed and huffed and yelled. She felt lightheaded from the 
blood loss and how unrelentingly horny she was. Finally, the last knife was out. Lily yelled and 
screamed. 

“Your screams are so pretty.” The man commented. “Please don’t stop.” 

The man punched Lily in the stomach again. It was a different spot, but it hurt just as 
bad, especially with all the knives out. She squirted out blood like a holey water balloon. She felt 
the knife jammed into her womanhood twist and move around when she was punched, cutting 



up even more of her insides. She dry heaved, took in a sharp breath, dry heaved again, and 
hyperventilated before letting out a shrill, awful scream. She began sobbing. She screamed 
again. 

She felt her murderer rub her cheek some. She felt his warm lips kiss her. She 
shuddered. She stopped feeling pain for just a moment. Just one small moment. She got into 
the kiss. She loved it. Then he pulled away. He rubbed her cheek again. And smacked her. 

Hard. She began to hyperventilate again. Every single wound on her body, everything began 
hurting again. She screamed and yelled and cried. 

She heard a gun cock. It sounded like a glock of some sort. Was this it? Was this sweet 
release? She clenched her teeth and barely smiled. She heard him fire and felt a sharp pain in 
her thigh. She heard him fire again, in her other thigh. Then her belly. Then again. Then her 
breasts. She heard the gun be set down. She felt blood trickle down every inch of her body. She 
began twitching and sobbing. It wasn’t going to end. 

Now that she thought about it, she didn’t want it to. She wanted to live forever, right 
here, like this. Perpetually dying at this man’s hands. She felt him reach into her pussy with his 
full hand. It hurt. It tore her up even more. She didn’t care. She screamed and moaned and 
loved every second of it. He tore the knife out of her, cutting her even more in the process. She 
felt her blood and guts begin spilling out of what was left of her vagina. She didn’t want anything 
else. 

“Open up.” He said. Lily didn’t do it. He stabbed her in the stomach and she opened her 
mouth to scream, but before she could he had already pulled the knife out and shoved it in her 
mouth. He didn’t actually cut her. She tasted the blood and guts all over the knife. She began 
licking it and sucking on it. She cut up her tongue and mouth doing it. She loved the feeling. 
Eventually he pulled the knife out, leaving Lily hanging almost lifelessly with blood spilling out of 
almost every part of her body. 

“P-p-please... O-o-o-one more cut... Before I” She begged, cut off by the driving of a 
knife into the bottom of her stomach. She didn’t have the energy to scream. She just smiled and 
grunted. She felt him drag the knife further, cutting a crescent in her belly. She felt tons of 
weight fall out of her and dangle below her. She was gutless. 

“Thank...” She spoke. She couldn’t say anymore. The man lifted her face up and took off 
her blindfold. She couldn’t even see straight. Everything was blurry and bright. He kissed her, 
and that’s the last thing she remembered. 

Lily woke up in the room and looked around. When she realized what happened she 
draped herself across the floor and began to rub herself fast and hard. She writhed and rolled 
around, moaning and groaning. Finally, she pushed her ass a good foot off the ground and 
began to shake and shiver. She squirted a little bit. She kept cumming and cumming and 
cumming. Finally, she slowly moved back to the ground and lay down, huffing and puffing, 

Her tormentor came up to her, now fully clothed and completely clean. He looked like a 
normal person. He probably had a desk job or something. He might have even been the 
manager somewhere. This man just gave her the most thrilling, amazing snuff experience of her 
life. She stared at him with starry eyes and smiled. She slowly stood up, hugged him and buried 
her face in his chest. She pulled back. 



“T-thank you so much, sir.” She said. The man smiled. 

“The money is in your purse and your clothes are on the bed. Thank you.” He rubbed her 
head. Lily smiled and chuckled. She finally looked at her corpse, and her eyes went wide. Her 
legs were spread at a 90 degree angle and her arms were spread straight out to the side. She 
hung forward so far that her arms bent back and her chest faced the ground. Her head hung 
and dripped blood from her hair and mouth. The nails in her arms had drug all the way up to her 
wrists, leaving long holes all the way through her forearms. She had various cuts and stab 
wounds all over her entire body. It was drenched almost entirely in blood. Then, she saw that 
her stomach hung open at the bottom, and her guts hung out like party ribbons. She even saw 
some hanging out of her pussy. Below the bastardized crucifixion was a lake of blood. It was 
beautiful. 

She smiled wider and wider the longer she looked at her corpse. She reached into her 
purse for her phone and pulled up her camera. 

“l-if you don’t mind I-” 

“Well, something that beautiful can’t just never be seen again. If you didn’t do it, I sure as 
hell would have.” Lily blushed and took multiple pictures from multiple angles. Finally, she 
opened her Twitter and took a picture of her kissing the corpse’s bloody, mangled face. She 
posted it and, finally, decided that she was done. The corpse disappeared, along with all the 
blood. 

“If you took a video of all that, please send it to me.” She asked the man. 



